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very proper pride in him. He was the Aristocrat
of the district, and everyone was pleased that there
should be an Aristocrat. His melancholy reserve
lent not only the house but all the district an air.
Unlike his sister Deborah, who was in and out of all
the houses of the neighbourhood with her giggle,
her two little dogs and her passion for gossip, he
went nowhere and entertained only with reluctance*

But it was on his relations with his mother that
the whole house hung*

Sarah Herries was now an aged and shrunken
woman. In the spring of 1792 she was fifty-four
years of age, but she looked another ten. Her
hair was white; she dressed always in the deepest
black, her shoulders a little bent as she walked
slowly, leaning on an ebony cane. Her eyes were
scornful, as though she said always to the world:
* You took from me the only thing for which I ever
cared. What do you expect of me now?'

Now that her features were more slender there
was a resemblance between herself and her son.
The stout and chattering Deborah seemed to have
no relationship with either of them.

Sarah had not, of course, forgiven Francis; she
would never forgive him. She would never for-
give him, but she surrendered to his 'influence.
She allowed him to do what he would with the
house and everyone in it* She found indeed no
interest in either contemporary life or persons.
She sat, either in her own upstairs room or in the
temple in the garden on a fine day, staring in front
of her, at the bad blowzy painting of David or the
china figures or across the sunlit lawns to the